"Up next: Daydreaming about sex and why its good for you."
The televisions talk for us, fill the endless spaces. There is no understanding only tacit treatment of cancer patients who are all alike. Lined up in recliner chairs, at times almost fifty of us. The nurse has on a felt pumpkin hat for Halloween. She sits heavily on a stool by my side, drops ten or so filled syringes in her lap. All of this will go into my body.
"So, how've you been?" she asks without looking at me. I feign sleep, try to shut out noise and small talk. Neither one of us is really here. Magenta Adriamycin crawls up the tubing to the port just above my bra. 
